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O BELDEN, pacing thae
lbrary doggedly, the walt-
ing seemad Intorminable,
ths straln unnecessarily
prolonged. A half hour
ago quick foet had echoed
through ‘the upper halls,
windowns had opened, doors
all but slammed, vague
whisperings and drawn
breaths had’ hovered jm-
palpably about the whole
place; but now all was
utterly quict. His own
regular footfall alone dls-
turbed the unnatural stlll-

|7 st L
lees of a large house,

Outsida the dellelous October sun poured down through
n atmosphetre of faultless blue, Ths follags wiaas thick
yet, and the red and yellow leaves danced heartlesaly In
Ihe wind, A year ago they had gone on o nutting party,
wnd (larfee hnd raced with the children and picked up
more than anybody else. Now—even to think of her
brought that faint odor of salts of lavendsr ond beef tea
lhat dishenrtensd him g0, somehow, when heo sat by her
bed conxing her into elpping the stuft,

Eome ono wns coming down the stairs, It was Peter's
step—hls new ona since last Friday, when they had all, It
stemed, begun to walk and talk and breatho a littls dlf-
ferently. Belden, hurried across the room and caught him
Rt the foot of the sieps,

“Well, old man; how goes {t?"' ha ‘demanded, with &
Jetermined cheerfulness ST '

His brother-in-law stared at'him emptily.

“It's lomorrow,” he ¥ald, gripping the nawel post, “'to-
morrow afternoon. Jameson {8 cormng—they'll do 1t hers,
Jameron, brings his gpecinl nurse for the—the operation,but
Ihe other one ix due at &, and you get her just the same.
I told Henry to put up the dogeart. I don't know, though
—mayhbe the runabout—no, the tire's loose. Btlll it might
fo—*

*“For heaven's sake, Peter, don't bother about it!
find a rig. What el doos he say?"

“ITo saye there's a good fightltg chance—a very good
ore. Ile suys her grit alone— Oh, Belden, what shall we
fo? What shall we do?

Peter sut down heavily on the lowest stalr.

“Only lost week shs was po well—and yet she really
waen't. I suppose hs knows, But It doesn’t =eem possi-
ble—I can't get It through my head. Paor llitle Caddy!
Blie never had a sick.day in her llfe. No headaches, llka
most women; even, no nonsenge— Oh, BEelden, what ghall
wo do?'t >

“Brace up, Peter—think what'a gobd fighting chance
means; think of that! It's not'as if Caddy wera old;
she has that on her slde, 8he's geven years behind me,
you know.' i

Peter scowled,

i

“You're 50, aren’'t you?"
b B T I R R

“Not a bit. Only 45, and just that, too, Now ¥you go
put and get tha nurse, and I'1l etay here. It do you o
lot of gond., Don't mope around in the houss all day—
what's the use?"

“I ean't leave the house. Ionestly, Delden, I can't.
I've tried twice, and I just walk right back, It's no good.
There's the cart—and you won't be long, will you?'"

Helden took up the reins with o vague sense of mo-
mentary rellef; It was gomething 1o do.. Under the influ-
ence of the fresh autumn air his spirits rose; he found
himself enjoyi the swift rattle of the cart ond the beat
®f the horse's fect, After al], think of Caddy's grit; think
of her fine constltution! A fighUng chance—that was lit-
tle enoush to say, though. Why couldn't he have put It
r lttle stronger? Hitehcock was always a peasimist,

At the station the usual crowd of well-dressed sub-
urhanites quieted thelr horses 'n_na walted Impatiently for
the express. As Belden drew up into line, they grested
him with & subdued Interest; conchmen left their seats
to aglk how Mrs. Boore was today, and when could aone
kee her? A sudden mist came over his eyes Bs hs an-
swerod briefly, “Very soon—I hope.'*

The traln thundered in; in an Incredibly ainnrt time
Rll thna guests and commuters were hurried off toward
town—where wus that nurse? :

As lly glance wandered through the thinning crowd,
It was met suddenly and equarely by two brown eyes, set
In o fresh, pink face, framed by dark halr lightly sprin-
kled with gray, The second that he looked {nto that wom-
an's eves taught him her character, ahsolutely, as finally
Rs i€ he had grown up with her. One could trust her to
the last diteh, ho thought,

She walked stralght up to the ecart.
¥ent for by ‘Dr. Hitehcecls.

“I'am Mrs, Moore's brothor—Mr, Belden,” he ex-
plained, “Have you your checks?'

That Is all arranged,” she returned briefly, '‘I am all
ready. May I ask you to hurry? Dr. Hitchcock was
mnxlous for me to sce her before 6, when the fever be-
gins"

Hls nerves were mare sharply edged than hs knew: an
Instant irritation selzed him,

'"I'here {8 plenty of room in the back of the cart,” ha
Inslsled, “ihe express people are very uncertaln., Would
you not better glve me tha checks?'

She swung herself up heside liim with a firm, sssured
motionj for a heavily bullt woman she carrled herself
very lghtly.

Y thinle not!" she eald, decldedly; "the man has
wtarted, T amisure, 1 would rather lose no time.”

¥ie howed and started the horse' he dlsliked her al
yeady, To a deep-seited, Involuntary disgust thut any
womnn should have ta earn her living, he ndded o dis-
pleased. wonder that one should choose this method of
Polng It. Thers must ba disngreeabls detnlls connected
fvith It embarrasaments, absolute indigritles—why did
they not marry? Thls woman wis good-looking enough,
Bhie wag very obstinate—almost dictatorin), His lden of
womanhood waa hopelessly cgnfused with clouda of whitn
tulle, appealing eyes, and a doslre for guldance, It was
Impossible to conntet any of these charactaristics with
the woman beslde him,

For o while they drove in silence. Then compunction
pelzed lim, and he'remorled on the beauty ot Lhe follage,
Bhe nssonted ensily, but seemed no more relleved by tha
Epeech than embirrnzsed by the sllence, It was Imposel-

la to treat her as a hirved servant: one felt a gtrong per-
;unulity In. her,

“I am the nurse
Ara you Mr, Moore?'"

Hetore they reached the house he was

earching for conyersation that should not bore her. i

A# they stepped Into the wide hall, where ha pb-
perved with a ghade of dlgpleasuro that hor luggoge had
pome hetors them, Dp, Hlitelhicoek met them,

. YAl Mlsa Btronm glad to see you, Come right up

Pn time, am usual; of ‘course! I was afrald you couldn't
ake It, Jameson cames tamorroy, ¥ou know—"

.| Thky were up the stairs; Belden stood ldly in the hall

whers they had left him. He had an idea of showing
her the house, stating some of the facts of Clarice's sud-
den and terrible need of her, Indlcating that in & family
£o jarred frome the very foundatlons {t would be wiser
to look to him than to the bewildersd master of the es-
tablishment; but this was not neccessary. Evidently, sho
persisted In dlspensing with his services,

His hand slipped to his vest pocket, but he replaced

the clgar uncertalnly: It seemed not quite the thing to
smoke, Ought ha to go to Peter? In hig mind's eye he saw
the poor fellow haunting the landing by Caddy's door; he
had an |dea that in some way he kept thingy qulet by
deing this, And how could ono be sure that the troubled
crenture wanted company?

Thers wns a violent rinz at the bell, a jarring of
wheels on the asphalt. The door flew open, and the pret-
tlest Jittle woman imaginable, all Muffy ends and ecarlet
flowers and orris gcent, rushed toward him. -

“Oh, Wit Gh, WIll!" sho gosped, *“fsn't it terribla?
Whera (s Peter? Can I see her? Oh, WL

Instinctively, he took her In his arms—one always did
that with Peter's sister—and ghe put her head on his
ehoulder and cried o little, while he patted her and mur-
mured, “There, there!"

Bhe wns so manifestly comforted, and {t waa so pleas-
ant to comfort her—thls was what A woman ehould bhe.
He felt o renewed sense of capacity, of readiness for cven
the moat terrible emergency. Ha led her gently to tho
great cushioned window seat and lstened sympathetically
to her excited babblings.

“It will kill Peter—It will kill him! In—In 2 great
m-many ways, vou know,Will, Peter {sn’t so—so0 c-calm as
Caddy. He Is jusf bound up with her. Bupposs— Oh,
W

“Don't ery, SBue, dear, don't!" he sald, soothingly. *'Sha
has a pood chance—a fine chance, reaily. ‘These things
are mostly resfsting power, you know, and grit, and think
what a lot of grit Caddy's got!"

*Oh, I know, I know! Don't you know when the baby
Aled—that first baby—and s-she was o weak shes could
hardly speak? ‘Never mind, P-Peter, we'll have another!'
Oh, dear, sha wag so fl-plucky, Will! And now to
think—"

Ha choked n llttle, "I know, I know," he murmured;
“Caddy's a brick. She anlways was,'

8he eat up, not wholly withdrawing from his arm,
and patted her eyes; breathing brokenly, Little gusts of
orris floated toward him,

‘Where are the children?' ghe asked, almost hersell
now.

“They're here—Peter wants them one minute and gends
them away the next, I should send them to grand-
mother's, but he won't hear of It."

A light step sounded on the stalr. The nurze appeared
on the lower landing. Sho was dressed fn cool blua ging-

ham; tho straps of her white apron marked the firm, broad

llnes of her bust and shoulder.

Iz this Mrs. Wylle?"' she eaid In her clear, assured
volce. “Mrs, Moors would Hke to see her a moment. “Will
You come with me?'

“I wlll come directly,” and Sue gathered tngether her
gloves and hendbag.

‘'She’s very good looking—It's a plty her halr_js so
Eray,'" she breathed in his enr, As the two women stood
together o moment on the landing, he reallzed, not for
the first time, that Bun was o lMtle too small. But he
had never thought her sallow before. :

Peter came {n by the greenhousa door, walking slowly,
his hands behind his back. Hae looked old Yor the firat
time In his Jolly, persistently boyish life.

“These chysanthemums are all drylng up,” he com-
nplalned, fretfully; “not one of the blamed gervants has
done a thing since—since-—O Lord, WIill, what shall wa be
doing this time tomorrow? . Whersa ars the children?
Whera's Miss Stropg? There's a woman for you! Caddy
took to her directly., BShe's thers now. B8he's telking to
her about the children, Oh, my God!"

Belden grasped hls hand, and they walked silently up
and down the hall . .

“Aunt Lucia’s coming tonight,!’ Peter resumed nervous-
Iy. “She will drive me mad. Take care of her, will you?
If T could have choked her offt—but when you think sho
was just llke a mother to Cad all these years, what can
you do? 8She's got a right. You'd think she'd have got
some genge from llving with Cad so long. I told Henry to
Eo for her—and there they are, he added, ns the cart
drew up before the open door.

Belden went slowly down tho steps; he datested Aunt
Tiucia, and Clarice had always stood between them.
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“How do you do?' he began, asslsting her fram tha
high sent. Her long crape vell epnght in the wheel, and
the numberiess Dblack and floating ends of her costumn
woungl themeelves nbout him az he bent down to disen-
tangle her,

“Ohy Wilmaot, this (s & terrible doy for ua all, {s It not?
Ba careful of the hem of that vell, plense, When I kissed
Clarlge good-bye last Christmas I llttle thoyght what o
goad-hve It waa! TIs ghe econscloya? You hove muddled
the: bon, I thinl; but never mind, Coan I scs-her once
more?! : 65

“ilFor heaven'a sake, Aunt Lucln, anybody wounld thinlc
Cnddy wos in her gravel  Bhe's o long way from it yet,
thank God! “Of course; she's consclous, and spunky as
the—ns aver, I don't thinle you renlly needed to—""

UMy dear Wilmot, 1 prepared Cluvico for her con- |

firmation; [ dreseed her for her wedding, and I was hero
when tha children wera born, If your think that T would

fall her n thia erisls; you have o vory poop 'den of my

charpctor, 13ut then, 1 am perfectly aware that. you nl-
wayva had, Oh, there 13 Peter! My poor Peter!" sha rushed
toward him, and Belden sinlled sardonienlly ns hig brother-
In-law plapted n portunctory kiss on her chin,

. Mrhils may comfort you, Peter, na it hag mo so often
In sugh circumstances; Bo short, (so true, o helptul, |/ 'Uns

-«

« I haven't & doubt, old

s

““Well, Little Woman, How Goes It?”

derneath are the overlasting arms!’
Pater?"

*I-—-T—yes, Indeed, Aunt Lucla—you must want a blte
of somcthing, I'm gure, drlving ao far.'

Peter writhed miserably in Aunt Luecla's crope-and-jet
arme,

“Not tll I have geen her, Peter. Afterwnard I shouldn’t
mind. 1 have brought such a beavtiful addresa by Blshop
Hunter. It was dellvered on the occaslon of the death
of (3nvernor . unless I forgot to put it In with my
knitted ghawl. I belleve I ald. Lawlll send for it directly.
When my dear husband—he was o fond of Clarice—died,
I read it more than anything else, excent the prayer book,
of course. You will surely find It a help.*

*Yes, Aunt Luela, Your room Is ready, and—""

“Not till I have seen her, Pater.”

"'Busy is there now, snd Miss Strong says nobody elss
thiz evenlng. Tomorrow—""

Aunt Lucla drew eway.

‘Do 1 understand that Susy Wylle—no relation at all—
{8 preferred before tke only mother Clarice has had for
ell these years?'*

Peter winecad.
he argued wearily,

**Who s Misg Strong?’

*Hera she fs!'"* Thera wns great rellef in Peter's volca,
“Mi=s Strong, my aunt, Mre. Wetherly,”

Do you feel that,

“But you weren't here, Aunt Lucla,”

e o

o bk ok

“Mra, Moore sends you her best love, and wants you
tn gat thoroughly rested, so that you can ses her tha flrat
thing In tho morning, Mrs, Wetherly. Bha says you are
not to let them frighten you.”

As if by magie, the formidablsa frown foded from
Aunt Lucla's forchead. She smlled approvingly at the
nurse, 1

*Very well. I should llke to nek you a faw questlons—
Clarlce was always thoughtful' Rt

They moved away together. The /two men stared ot
each other. ¥

“"How do you account for that?'' Belden queried.

*'Oh, {t's her calm way and her volce, You want to
do everything she says. Noroh soys she's sure Mra.
Muoore will get well now, with her to take cnre of her.
By George, Will, if sho pulls Caddy through, 1t'1l be worth
her while, I tell you.'

**Ch, they always do thelr best. And they all have that
hablt, T fancy, It's part of the tralnlng.'*

Peter looked up surprised.

‘“You don't llka her, eh?"

“How,_absurd. I never consldercd her particularly, I
don't cure for masculine, dlctatorial women, on general
principles—"' " i

“*Oh, Tnonsense! I tell you you'va taken a grudgo
agalnst her, und you want to get rid of it as scon as

. Dossible,."

I suppose I have & right to my opinlon,”’ Belden began
hotly, but o wave of remorss surged over him ot slght of
the other. man's drawn, nervous face.

“Any one would think we had nothing to do but scrap
over o trained nurse,'” he sald lightly, "She's all you say,
man, and if gho pulls Caddy
through, I'll sing her pralses louder than any of you.'

They sat’ I silence, A burst of latighter from the
kitchen garden startled them, ond Belden started up s it
to checle It.

“Don't stop ‘em—It's the servants, WWhy shouldn't
thoy laugh?' gald Potor quletly. !"l'va been thinking it
all over, It Cnddy—If—if she doesn't get well, sho doesn't
want'n lot of black and rll that. It's band for the children.
And she sald the children cughin't to grow up without a
mother—think of that!”

“'I guess thet's all right,"" sald
my boy theral'

A elender, stoop-shouldersd lod slouched by tho win-
dow, hils hands in hls pockets, an unlighted clgaretta in
hiz mouth. n

“YWoll, well, e all hnye our lond!" Peter's mood had
ehanged utterly, to the other's astonlshment, Ilo scemed
gentler, more thaughtful, controlled beyond bellet,

“1 don't sea why we shouldn't smolke,’” ho added, and
they lighted clgars,

“%ou gee, we talked It all over,'' he sald, hall to him-
gelf, “and she's sn repsonable and enlm hergelf,. * ® *
Bhe says Murguret's golng to grow up just I%ka her. Thot's

Belden =sadly, “Look at

o comfort, And therg's the boy.™
Buddenly the clgar dropped from his lips to the floor,
“apd God, Helden! he shbuted, "I kept thinkiug

sho'd be here, toa!l [ forgot—Il— O, what rot! Do you
thinle I'll stand (t? Do you think I'IL put up with It}
Why didn't Hiteheoek Know before? It was his husiness
lo know! I tell you Il ruln thot man LE0t tokes every
dollar I'vo got!' 3 .

Telden stored at him helplessly. Wiy this Peler, thia
red-faced, seowling mepice? Ay he wmupod hlm sllently,
the nurae enme in'from thoe gresnhouse.

“Mre, Moore wants to say good-night to you, Mr
Moore,'" gho snld, hor deep, cledr voles echolng stringely
after the hoarse passion of Peler's rage, L found tliess
all pleked—wers you golng to {nke them. to. Kot

Pater drew o deep breath and put out o shaking hand
for the flowers:

HIiden't know what's the

4 1

matter with me, Will-I tallk

@y . _
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llike & ol ha half whispered. “I can't get used to thila
damned see-saw, Flrst, I'm all ready for it, and then I'm
nearly wild, And so it goes—up and down, up and down.'

“How {s she? Is it all eettied for tomorTow? Hitch-
cocle gnid that perhaps—7"'

*Mrs. Moore ls dong very well—really very well. Eha
wna o littla exelted when Mre. Wylle was with her, but
she {5 nicely slecpy now. I think It will be better to stay
only & moment. She will got o good night's rest tonight,
it Is 50 conl. The weather iz on our slde.’”

Bhe smiled Into his eyes and nodded gravely, Is
brightened ond squared his shoulders. As he went quickly
up the stales, Belden stopped the woman,

“Tell me,” hc'/s':lld. authoritatively, “how ls my slster,
really? What do you consider her chance?

Bhe looked him easily In the eyes. “It Is Impossibls

. to gay.' ehe returnmed gravely. *Your slater Is o very
brave, self-possessed woman, and seems lo have n good
constitution, That [s, of course, half the battle. But her
easa I8 very compileated, and, untll the operntion, no one
can tell. You may have every confldence in Dr. Jameson,
He ls & magnificent surgeon.” Before her non-committal
eves hls own fell bafiled, He was more irritated than hae
enred to own. Could she not sea that he was prepared
for enything, that hls self-control wis as great as her
own? Bhe troated him lke o ehlld; those professional
reserves, necessary, doubtless, in the caso of Peter and
hig excitable slster, were wasted on him. \Why could she
not sea {t?

“I am quite aware of Dr. Jameson's skill," bhe sald
coldly, ** but I had hoped that you would find yoursclf
able to break through the professional attitude sufiiciently
to glva me your real opinfon, which, of course, you must
have formed,”

8he threw him a qulck glance.
thought, exultingly, “you huve & temper, then!"
an [nstant {t. was gone. :

"I have told you all I was abla to tell!' she gald evenly.
“I have hecn here but n ghort time, you know."

She turned and left the hall, and he, chaflng under a
sense of merited rebuke, conselous of a foollsh patulance,
went discontentedly into the lbrary. He seemed to bo
contlnually at fault with Mlga Strong, but unable to restst
the effort to master lior.

The evening was very lonely and stili. Peter had gona
to hls room early, and the echildren had effaced them-
selves; Busy was with them. Aunt Lucln read the '‘Imi-
tatlon of Christ” by the fire, Belden's mind turned un-
consclously to the old deys when Caddy and he dreamed
out thelr future in the nursery. It had all come out just
as sho hod planned, except this. FPoor littla Caddy—a
fighting chance!

The next morning seemed to Ay by them; it was 9
o'clock, 10, 11.

At this hour n feverlsh activity suddenly sprend
through the house. They met and passed each other, hur-
tying, troubled, secretive; tho servants stumbled and quar-
reled In thelr purposoless haste. To Belden, quleting when
he could, sternly optimistic syeryhere; at heart heavy and
uncertain, it seemed that the one anchor of thelr hopes
was this calm, elear-eyed woman in her uniform of au-
thorlty! >

TPeter hung pathetically on her lightest word; the chil-
dren, dazed and terrifled, ate and exercised at her com-
mand; hls own boy, a strunge hard look In his furtlye eyes,
followed her llke o dog} and Aunt Lucla submitted with
unprecedentod meckness to an abrupt curtallment of her
Interview with Clarice. He himself went Into the bed-
room for a moment, half uncertain of the reality of the
experience. 1t was absurd to remember that he might
never sea hel, conseclous, agaln—hls own [ittle Caddy,

Ho sat nwhkwnrdly on the sido of the bed.

“Well, little woman, how goes It7"

“Queen's tnste, Wi

Good for you. I'm proud of the Beldens, Caddy—
Bllly acts llke a drum major."

Iler cyes softened:

.M'The dear bey,!" ahe murmured, Thelr eyes= met, 'Loole
after him,'* hers sald, and his *‘As long as I lve!" He
stooped and kissed her lghtly, *“Mind you look os well
as thlo tomorrow |

“0Oh, T shall be all right. Mlss Strong will take care
of me. When I think how I have the best of everything—
such care—I've Been o very happy woman, Will, dear.”

)

“Ah, my frlend," he
But In
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His eyes flled, He threw her a kiss and went out
blindly. A hand toushed his aprm.

“You've dono hepr good,” said the nurse softly.
gtayed Just long enough, Bhe'll take her nap now.'

Ha went heavlly into hls own room. Below him o 1lt-
tio porch led out from Lhe smoking room, and as:ho sat
lost in o mlserable reverle, volces rose from it to his
window, /

“Nobody knows whut she's been to me.  As much like
o mother us I'd let her. T dlit averything but tha clgar-
ettea, and I meailt to tell her I'd do.that, tao, next month
—that's hee birthday.'

Waa thig his boy, that pleading, shoken volee? o
looked auty the Iad wiy fingering Mlsa Strong's whito
apron nervougly. She leancd aver the railing of the llttlo
pareh, her homd on Wiz shoulder,

“¥on tell her ahout {t=1'IL never smoelke another one,
It was the last thing aho asked me'

ST'L el her—she will b en pleased, T lknow, 8he asked
about you yeaterday. 'l et you Know ag soon ng 1ean,!

Pelden, & lttle later, hurrled downsgtipies, with a oon-
fused lden ofthunllng het. On, the threshold of the -
bravy ho paused, amazed,  Dr, Illtcpuuuk ant befors A
small green balze table, studying Ave pliying eards, held
fun shope In hils lefe hand, Oppostto him sat Mlss Btrong,
holglng the pock expectantly:

SYou e glhve me' two, myodeir, 1 think,'! he sald s
Pelden entered,  Looking upy ha smiled apologetically.

ST dare #ay you are surprised," he suggested; “but 1
have been much exaspersted, Mp, Belden, ond o long exs
perlence has taught e that nothing =o quickly clears the
mind as throwlng a few hands of poker, Mlss Birons—on

"You

Invnluable person—is kindly amiating me, DId I say threai

Yes, of courss, Thank you.
only, you mee.'

Heldan watched them curlously, Bhe sat as Imper-
turbably as by Caddy's bedalds, her eyes fixed thought-
fully on her eards,

'—And ralpe you three,'' sha sald,

"Ilve more—you will excuso me, Belden, but your
aunt, Mra. Wetherly, !s a somewhat unusually Irritating
woman, I'll see you, Mies Btrong—ah, yes, two palr,
quaena up.'

"What has she dona?" :

“'S8he Insists that Mrs, Moora ghall not only ses Mr,
Burchard, to which I have not the least objection, but
that he ahall hold & communlon rervice, dlrectly, thare,
Now, If your slater had asked for this herself, it would ba.
another matter; but, unless this {a thae case, I always re-
gard It as a deprossing agent, It ia o strain, In any caze.'

T think Mrs., Moors will go through with it very
easlly, Doctor,”" Mi=za Strong Interposed, slipping the
cards Into thelr leather envelaps and gathering up the
beans, ‘‘Sha wlll ba fresh from her nap, and it will ba
vary short. Bhe has promlsed Mrs. Wetherly, you know,
and it would distress her moro to brealk t—"*

“All right, all right. Have it your way. Much
obliged."” !

Ha took the eards from her And went out.

My aunt la very trying.’” Belden began.

*0h, many peopls feel so about It,' ehe assured him,
“'eppocinlly high-churoch people. She only did what sho
thought right."

He drew a breath of rellef. :

“You'll gee she's not too tired?' he asked, nﬂf’u
‘he went to luncheon he wondered at the comfort ho de-
rived from her mute nod,

Ho waa roused from the table, whera the dishes left
by them wers untouched for the most part, by a dis-
turbance {n the hall.

“It's tho prleat,' the wnltress murmured, and with
& frown he checked her rlsing tears,

Aunt Lucla bustled through the room. §

"You ;m:st come, Wilmot,'" she whispered eagerly,
"she msked for you. Peter Is locked Into hls room, end
neither of tha children has been confirmed. Busy, of
course, |s o Fresbyterian, Not that dear Mr, Burchard
would object—he i3 so *rnml, But you have no excuse,
Oh, it 18 beautiful, Wilmot! Bhe locks so lovely!"

He followed her wearlly. What did (¢t matter? It
geemed to him ominous, terrible—but {t would pleaso
Caddy. Bhe eat propped up In the bed. Her cheeks wera
erimson, her eyes bright. YWhite chrysanthemums stood
in sliver vases, candles burned softly on the white-draped
dresser.  Mr. Burchard, In the hall just beyond, was
slipping hils surplice over his head. A falnt odor of wine
mingled with the fowers.

Belden dared not look at her. She was to him, In
that moment, mystle, Loly, a thing apart. Ha dropped
on his knees heslde a sllver-white apron, his eyes on tha
fioor, his heart beating h:\rd.‘
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The clergyman entered slowly, the service hegan, 1t
was all a murmured maze to him. Aunt Luéla sobbed
quletly beslde him, but as he glanced at her he caught
a light on her wet, uplifted face that thrilled him
strangely. IHer deep responses spoke o falth and surety
that swallowed for the moment all her little sillinesses
and obstinacles,

The solemn words grew In [ntensity, the candles flick-
ered audibly In the secret hush.: The clergyman moved
toward the bed, and they heard Caddy's breath draw out
in o deep, shuddering sob; her teeth chattered against
the cup.

Belden set hls faw; It was cruel, brutall They were
killing her. Hlis clenched flst moved blindly toward his
neighbor; he touched her hand and gripped it flereely.

In front of him on the wall hung n large photograph
of Billy's baseball nine In full uniform. He could have
drawn it from memory, afterward. Billy, he remembered,
was o great catcher. He held hard to that cool, firm

hand.

“— bo nmongst you and remain with you always.
(Amen.'" Thers waas a littlo stir. The hand was drawn
from  his.

“Come, now,"” whispered Aunt Lucia, and he walked,
gtumbling and stlff from kneeling, from the room. At
the door he glanced a second backward, but only Dr.
Hitchcoclk was to be seen, bending over the bed. Misa
Btrong had already taken away candled and flowers, and
Caddy's triple mirror was back on the dresser,

Mr, Burchard, In his long, block cassock, offered his
hand cordially,

“I am glad you could be with us, AMr. Belden,” he
began, but the other broke Ini %

“If you have tired her, If this—makes a difference—""
he muttered flercely, “you will have me to settle with
Mind that!"

He hurrled down tha stalrs, his hands still clenched.
FPeter wag sturting off with the road wagon. They nodded
shortly at each other,

From then, the time raced on iucredibly. The greal
surgeon, with his two assistants, was in the hall; he was
pn the stalrs; he was lost to alght, There was o mo=
mentary rush and bustle, and closing of o door. Peter
came out, whispering to himself, and disappearcd some-
where, Tho others, glustered In the lbrary, spoke fit-
fully.

“They carrled her on o cot Into the west room," some-
body murmured close to Belden. It was little Margaret.
“L saw her, She waved her hand at me! I threw her a
kiss, Miss Strong smiled at me—I loye Mias Strong.'

Aunt Tucla sobbed, Busy blt her Hp and played with
Bllly's unwilllng hand, .

"Where's my father? Where's ho gone?'' hoe demamd-
*Who's that other woman with the apron?!

Miss Btrong nppeared at the door. “She has taken
tha ether very well indeed; they are much pleased," sha
sald softly. They hung on her words; they overwhelmed
her with questlons.  She soothed them like children.

It grow suddenly clear to Belden that Caddy would
dle, "It must be 2o, Ig wondered that they had hoped;
for anything else. He was sorry for them all. He wateh-
od Indifferently while Miss Strong led the children away
—ho knew she was taking them to thelp father, Later,
whila Aunt Lucia, on her knees, rend through streaming
eyes from her prayer book, ancd Susy talked nervously to
him, he watehed the firm, full Ngure of the woman pacing
up and down the plazza outside, her arm drawn through
his restlesa boy's,

*'God bless her!" he sald aloud.

Afterward, he could never recall the censecutive hap-
penings to'the end, He saw only separate plotures,

In one, p strange young man opencl the door and
sald tho worda that frightened them with dellght,

In another, o drawn, old, white-faced man—suraly nok
Dr, Jameson—leaned weakly in o chalr, while o woman
dianded lim a tiny gla=ss of colored lquld,

In yet another, n father hid his face In his llttla
danghter's bosom and gobbal, with shaking shoulders; hiy
{all gon smiled-bravely over the bent hoad

In tha lpst pleture he himself bore a part; for when
ho enma upon his shy, suspiclous boy clasped in the kind
arms of the woman whosa brown eyes, once seen, had
haunted hig thoughts ever aince, he gathered them hoth
to him irreslstibly, As he lald his chdek ageainst hers, he
felt that 1t was wet with tears,

W1t lies with you now, he whispered in her ear, *'to
glva her back to us, well and strong, He says ygu can.
Aftorward-—" itk

She drew gway from him, .»

“]—1 must go. 1 am so glad--I will do my best,' sha
answored unsteadily, «

He caught her hand,
o growing mastery in hls volge.
ovai. but har awn fell. conguarad,.

ed,

YAnd nfterward?'! he repsatod,
8he tried to meat hia



